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xnurxner of that river of human tears c falling always
in the shadows of the world/ No man knew better
how to feel for human frailty and error. Hence a
sympathy with his kind, almost feminine in its
delicacy and more than masculine in its strength ;
to many a wounded spirit did he bring words of
assuagement and of peace. Of that " best portion
of a good man's life " :

" His little, nameless, unremembered acts
Of kindness and of love,"

his share was large. No kinder heart nor one more
sensitive ever sweetened the intercourse of life. If
I had to choose any one word to express the quality
of his soul, I should say it was loving-kindness.

His old age was a singularly peaceful and happy
one, lightened as it was by the rare devotion and
constant solicitude of his immediate relatives.
When I last saw him, a few months before the end,
a slow restful euthanasia seemed to be creeping
over him, and as the shadows deepened he lived
more and more in the past. His favourite books
were constantly in his hands, but though his eyes
were on the page his mind was often far away.
" He thinks he reads much," were the words of
one who was near and dear to him, " but in reality
he reads very little." He forgot names and
misplaced dates ; he spoke to me of his visit to
Germany " in 1918."

But at eventide there shall be light. An
infinite gentleness and a great patience diffused his
being with the pale glow of resignation, as though
nothing mattered very much. I well remember